AFTER   EVEREST
To my intense relief, however, the sliding mass began to
slow up and, after a short time, stopped. I was alive, but
almost upside down. A jerky, but very determined
struggle succeeded in getting my head in the usual position,
and a little digging with my hands revealed daylight
and, to my joy, some at least of my companions. I
retrieved my hat—my axe had never left me—and after
a few minutes' floundering I had rejoined Mallory and
Crawford.
Together, we investigated. Some of the porters were
visible, but only eight out of our party of seventeen. As
for the rest, where were they ? There were only two
alternatives.   Either they were still buried, or	   We
soon realized that the avalanche must have swept over the
edge of an ice-cliff some 60 or 70 feet high which was just
below us, and that with it had gone those of our party who
had been at the lowest level, two ropes of four or five porters
each. We hurried down to the foot of the cliff and there
saw several of them lying in the snow. One was un-
injured ; the other two appeared to have been killed by the
fall.
Using as a guide the ropes which were tied to them, for
the ropes must lead to other bodies buried perhaps deeply
in the dense snow, we dug feverishly, with hands, axes,
anything we could lay hold of, fighting perhaps for the
lives of our faithful porters. The first to be dug out was
my servant, Narbu. He was dead, poor fellow, with four
cylinders of oxygen still tied to his back. The next,
uncovered over half an hour after his burial, was, merci-
fully, alive. One other was dead, and although we dug
for an hour or more in search of the last, we realized that
he must by then have been lifeless, and we gave up our
efforts, for it was getting late. Noel and Wakefield joined
us at this time, and at once lent hands that were less
exhausted than ours. When all had been done that could
be done, we had revealed the terrible toll of seven fine
fellows dead.
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